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better than the man’s. Brownrve’s prose style, especially when 
he analyses that fascinating subject himself, is not free from the 
elaborate obscurity that mars much of his verse. Miss BARRETT 
| makes charming confession of her own difficulty in this matter. 
‘*T, as & woman,” she writes, in her second letter, ‘‘ have studied 
some of your gestures of language and intonation, wistfully as a 
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ut ces 
Professor Mysto (the celebrated Palmist, to Miss Priscilla Giddy). 
‘THis LINE INDICATES THAT WHEN YOU ARE ABOUT TWENTY-FIVE | 
YEARS OF AGE YOU WILL MAKE THE ACQUAINTANCE OF A GENTLE- 
MAN WHOM YOU WILL PROBABLY MARRY.” | 
[Professor Mysto being unable to ask any specific fee for his services, 


| 
leaves the amownt to the generosity of his Patrons. 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. | 


Tue Baron having a strong appreciation of vampires, and 


| eager to recognise the genuine article when it comes in his way, is 








mightily astonished that A Mystery of the Campagna, by Von 
DrEGEN (Pseudonym Library, Fisher Unwin), was not brought to | 
his notice when it first appeared. It is now in its fourth edition, | 
and deservedly so. Let any amateur of vampires read this book, 
and verily he will not be disappointed. The second story in the 
little volume hath about it a charm of a totally different kind. 
‘Tis a brief episode in a lifetime; sad, but not thrilling; a story of 
contrasts. 

The Letters of Robert Browning and Elizabeth Barrett Barrett | 
(Smitu, ELpER) make one of the most charming love stories in the | 
language. At first sight it is an impossibly delicate thing | 
to publish for reading in parlour ol kitchen the intimate | 
correspondence of a man and woman whom all the world | 
knows by name, and some of us knew in the flesh. Brownrnc | 
was so punctilious of the sacredness of letters, that before his 
death he destroyed all his other correspondence. Yet he gave this 
cherished block to his son, saying, ‘‘There they are. Do with | 
them as you please when I am dead and gone.” Mr. Brownine | 
has pleased to publish them, and through all time mankind and 
womankind will be pleased to read them. It is no new thing in 
English literature for a novel to be written in the form of letters. 
The fashion has gone out since Evelina charmed the town. At 
the close of the nineteenth century it reappears in most perfect 
form. There is one absolutely original and unique touch in the 
plot of this romance. The lovers were in love before they set 
_ upon each other. No novelist, however daring, has hit on 
that point before. Where all is good it is invidious to discriminate, 
but it must be said that, on the whole, the woman’s letters are 





improving.” 


thing beyond me far, and,” adds this very first member of the 
Brownine Society, ‘‘ the more admirable for being beyond me.” 
That’s all very well for one in love. Plain people prefer language 
that can be understanded of them. CARLYLE once told Miss 
BarRETT she would do better to write prose than verse. 
That was not encouraging for a young poet, but it is justified by 
these Letters. If he were still around, my Baronite would like to 
look over the shoulders of Ex1zaseta’s father, a sort of DomBry- 
MIcaAWBER-BarrEtTT, whilst he read this correspondence, remem- 
bering how on her marriage he turned his pompous back on his 
gifted daughter. Among the marvels of creation is the fact that 
he should have had such a daughter and she such a father. 

My Baronite is not familiar with the name of Frora Harnes 
LouGHEAD, but if The Black Curtain (DuckwortTH) is her first 
novel, she has straightway made her mark. The plot is marked 
by some good old melodramatic traits. Its turnings, long- 
frequented, are a little obvious. But the characters, more 
especially the voiceless singer and the blinded painter, who by 
such good chance come together in the wilderness, are live people. 
A peculiar charm of the book is its setting in unfamiliar hills of 
California, the light and colour, the breezy air of which suffuse the 
pages with refreshing zest. 

JatRD’s History of Corsica (T. F. Unwrn) is a most useful and 
instructive book, and will interest even those who do not profess to 
have ever Caird much for the subject before. ‘‘ But,’’ observes the 
Baronite (of a dramatic turn), who has undertaken to offer his 
opinion, ‘“ there is one singular and striking omission, as nowhere 
can I find any mention of, or remotest allusion to, The Corsican 
Brothers. Odd!” 

Dr. Barry’s The Two Standards (Fisher Unwin) is a very 
remarkable work. Wagnerism, Capitalism, Evangelicalism, Mes- 
merism, Socialism, and a good many other “isms,” figure in his 

ages; and every theme is touched with the master’s hand. Dr. 

3aRRY is not only a literary artist of consummate skill—in this 
book his painting is in the style of Rempranpt—but also a pro- 
found philosopher. Hence his subtle and skilful analysis of 
character, his precise and powerful diagnosis of human nature. 

‘* He knows what’s what; and that’s as deep 
As metaphysic wit can peep.” 
‘** A book to read—and to read carefully,” says 
- THE Baron ve B.-W. 








WITH ARMY ESTIMATES. 
(Fragment not to be found in a Blue Book.) 


Tue War Office clerk and the Yeomanry trooper were examining 
the proposed military expenditure. 

‘A net increase of £1,896,700,” said the man of the Pen. 

** Yes; quite enough, too,” replied he of the Sword, “ but it is 
satisfactory to think it is no worse.” 
‘*Between four thousand and five thousand new soldiers,” 
observed the clerk. ‘ Well, I suppose they are wanted.” | 
** Yes,”’ acquiesced the cavalryman, “they will be needed in 
these days of increased establishments beyond the sea.” 

‘** Recruiting tempered with desertion will go on as before. And 
the warlike stores take a lot.” 

‘* Must have new guns and new barracks.” 

‘‘The Volunteers have an increase of £10,000.” 

‘** And the Militia about double the money.” 

So far Pen and Sword saw nothing to surprise them. But | 
at length the first started. 

‘‘ Why, this is astonishing! There is no increase in the votes 
- the War Office and the Yeomanry! What can be the cause of 
that?” 


” Perhaps the War Office and the Yeomanry are considered past 








MYSTERY AT ECCLES. 


IN a descriptive account of the new Theatre at Eccles (no relation 
to the tipsy old father in Caste), the Manchester Courier says :— 


‘“ We ought to say that the execution of the builder and decorator has 
quite, if not more than, realised the hopes of the architect.” 


Alas! Poor builder and decorator! "Was the execution by 
decapitation, or by hanging? In the first case, both must have lost 
their heads; in the second, they have been “ suspended.” Sad. 
But what a cruel architect! What a crafty designer! And to 
think how his plans have met with unqualified success! Terrible! 
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LE LENDEMAIN DE CARNAVAL. " ] 


Aut down the boulevards ankle-deep 
Last night the bright confetti lay ; 
When with the dawn we turned to sleep 
Besom and hose had had their way ; 
And now the world, swept clean of colour, 
Looks good, and feels distinctly duller. 













ahi 
A) WoNnyERLA® 
Ca Lorews | 
MAT w6ES Darcy i} 
Still sadly gay from leafless trees 
The draggled serpentin depends, 
Witness of wanton revelries 
For which we mean to make amends, 
Who go with ashes on our head, 
And deem the ancient Adam dead. 


Yet while the Flesh refused to die, 
And through the crowds, serenely 
“ee gras,” | 
The reckless urban fiacre (or fly) 
Could barely circulate au pas, 
It was a beauteous sight to see 
How bosoms beat in harmony ! 


Forgotten all the cross-intrigues 
OF that inconsequent Affaire ; 
Silent the roar of patriot Leagues 
That usually rend the air ; 
The warrior kindly waived his feud, 
And left the Hebrew unconspued. 


ip . Z 
Duels were fought with even less en / ee qh | HK | | 
Than honour’s customary risks ; 4 Weg. Whe NIN 

The paper-battles of the Press / hie ! YY 
i] 
Y. 





‘ 171 Wye 

Were only waged with coloured discs ; YY Loy \ . e i Ik 
Only the air-inflated bomb J yj ] == li 
Argued the obvious “‘ droits de l’homme.”’ 


Yet you misjudge us over there ! 
You find us torn with party-strife, 
So French, you say, s0 unaware 
Of what should weld the nation’s life ; 
Nor notice, when we do agree, 
How great our unanimity! 





> 


Let but the common need arise, 
The psychologic moment come, 
At once the sound of discord dies, 
And half a hundred creeds are dumb ; 
Can a Republic be so petty 
Which thus combines to chuck confetti ? 


Your views of us have seldom been 
Quite as enlightened as they should ; 
These narrow seas that roll between 
Have made us so misunderstood ; 
The aims that move our noblest men 
Seem to elude your local ken. 


And, en revanche, beneath the stress 
Of this constraining truce of Lent, 
Our ignorance we here confess ; 
We too have sinned to some extent; 


We fail to follow, though we try, OVERHEARD OUTSIDE A THEATRE. 


Some of your choicest genii. 


Pas & Mas 5 
99 


: d “Yan! WaAITIN’ TER SEE DER Kips piay!” 
We spell their names—a thankless task,— 








And get no sort of guiding clue ; 


oar Psa. know wether SmitH major will take a 7 J ; 
bar fo pagel a |likking from me or not so wen he said on mage OUTRAGES. 
And yet of olden fat Ser > , | yestiddy “I bet I'll lick enny feller here " V.—Tue Womanty Heart. 
Were most at home in foreign parts! | I just let on that I dident hear him well I Suatt I, wasting in despair, 


Rep a ‘ | call that Diplowmasy dont you ? 

ee M. eae —- oS ae d’interroger . Now I want you to advice me wether to 
ouvernement sur les prétendues concessions be a Consurfativ i a f rs 

obtenues par la France en Chine.” —L’ Lvénement. | ow ative oF = iment. Of comtse 


Die because a bonnet ’s fair ? 
For my own no longer care, 
Cause less chic and smart they are ? 





ou know the Governors a Libral so praps Be the JonEsEs’ day hat 
d better be a Consurfative just to distink- Made in wane ane ro 
FROM “A BACHELOR UNCLE.” ag bey ry - at on ss If they be not made for me, 
R : ask you becos you allwas take , he? 
Dear Mr. Puncu,—I have just received | sutch intrest in both me and STINKER(TomMY hrecbanennienenrabany:ttiguasliende 


the following effusion from my nephew || i issi J i i 
Max. What reply ought I to make? : Fp gnd injoy our vissits so mutch and Shall my foolish heart be pined 





: : out our fucher and all that E’en if Worrs their frocks designed ? 
My pear U NCLE CHARLEY,—Weere going | to us that I thort youd take sutch—oh I sed *Cause their fortune seems too high, 
to get up a School Debayting Sosiety for | that beefore well no more from Shall I rage with jealousy ? 
instruckshon in Diplowmasy and Poltics. Yr. affeckshunt nephew Max. Jealous of the Jongses! Oh! 
ROWN minor says whats the good of Jealous of such persons! No! 
| Diplowmasy but Brown minors an awful If they be too smart for me, 





| 88 he cant help it I sed look here I dont A quiet Russper.—A Dumb Masseur. What care I how smart they be ? 
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Stocks, Esq. (late of the City, Acting Field Master). ‘‘Hieh! Huttoan! HoLp HARD! "WARE—SOMETHING—BEANS, I THINK!” 








GRIERSON’S ONLY WAY. 


(Being a composite photograph of Mr. 
Esmonp’s ‘“ Grierson’s Way” as given 
recently by the New Century Theatre, and 
“The Only Way,” now being played at the 
Lyceum by Mr. Martin Harvey.) 


ACT I. Scenz—Grierson’s chambers in the 
Temple. GRIERSON burning the midnight 
oil and drinking cold tea. PuHitip KEEN 
opposite him. 

Grierson (sipping his tea with a Sidney 
Carton air of dissipation). I’m a poor sort 
of fellow, Jam! Why should Pamgta love | 
me? (Fiercely.) Why should she? 

Keen. She doesn’t. 

Grierson (triumphantly). Of course not. 
She’s not such a fool. She doesn’t love you 
either. 

Keen. I'm not so sure of that. 

Grierson (grasping his cup and draining it 
at a draught). Iam. Love aherring-gutted, 
narrow -shouldered creature like you! 
Absurd. 

Keen (indignantly). 
gutted. 

Grierson. You are. You know you are. 
Mr. Esmonp says you’re herring-gutted in 
the play, and he ought to know. 

Keen. Then I don’t think he ought to 
have mentioned it. It’s very indelicate of | 
him to allude to my internal arrangements | 
in this way. But there, nothing’s sacred to | 
these modern dramatists, not even the 
stomach. 

Grierson. Look here, KgeEn. 
to mag to PAMELA. 


I’m _ not herring- 





I’m going 


een. Although you know she’s in love | 


with AYNESLEY Murray ? 
Grierson. Murray's murrayed—I mean 
married. She'll accept me to save herself 


from disgrace. (Virtwously.) Some day | 

she may even come to love me. 
Keen. I bet you a sovereign she won't. | 
Grierson. Done. Anyhow, you know, it’s 

a far, far better thing that I do—— 
Keen. You haven't done it yet. And 

what ’s more, I don’t believe the Censor of 

Plays will let you. 

ACT II. Scene—A very rural garden in 


Soho (by kind permission of Mr. Martin bee 


HarvVEY). 

Grierson (coaxingly). And you are beginning 
to love me a little, PamExa ? 

Pamela. Of course I’m not. 
some you are. 

Keen. I told you so, Grierson. Hand 
over that sovereign. 

Grierson (aside, in impassioned accents). 
The animal wins, the animal always wins, 
et a ‘herring-gutted animal. Prob- 
ably it ’s something to do with his digestion. 

(Aloud.) I’ll owe it you. 

[Enter DeEFARGE—also lent by Mr. Martin 
Harvey—in footman’s livery, with a card 
on @ salver. 

Grierson. Captain AYNESLEY Murray! 

Pamela. AYNESLEY ! 

Grierson (fiercely). What impertinence ! 

I'll give him a piece of my mind. 

[Enter Murray. He is seven feet high, and 
broad in proportion, and has a truculent 
expression. KEEN and GRIERSON look very 
small in comparison. 

Grierson (meekly). How do you do, Captain 

Murray. 

Murray. Quite well, thanks. How do you 
|do, Pameta. It’s quite an age since I saw| 
you. ([Converses with PAMELA. 
| Keen (sniggers). Ha, ha! Very amusing. | 

Grierson (writably, aside). What on earth | 
‘are you laughing at ? 


How tire- 


Keen. At Murray’s clothes. Don’t you 
see? He’s in mourning. I bet you his 
wife ’s dead. 

Grierson. Nonsense. 

Murray (to Pameta). PAMELA, my wife is 
dead. I do think you might have waited 
for this—ahem! unhappy—event before you 
took up with Grierson. 

Pamela. Hold me. [Faints in his arms. 
Grierson. Here, Pameta! I say, you 
w! This won’t do. No really nice 
woman ever faints in the arms of any one 
except her husband. 

Pamela. Nonsense. Captain Murray and 
I are old friends. And I never can resist a 
really tall man. It’s the influence of IBsEn. 

Keen (maliciously). I told you how it 
would be, GRIERSON. 

Grierson (with great vexation). Well, of all 
the ! Come, I must say—— 

Pamela (threateningly). Well ? 

Grierson (meekly). Well, my dear, the fact 
is, it’s a far, far more serious job I’ve under- 
taken in marrying you than I’d any idea of. 

Keen (giggling). lt is, indeed. 

ACT III. Scene—Grierson’s Study. 


Grierson. I say, Kren, what am I to do 
about Pameta? She’s carrying on with 
AYNESLEY Murray in the most disgraceful 
manner. She has no regard whatever for 
my feelings. When I remonstrate with her 
she boxes my ears. So unwomanly! And 
as for Murray, he'd knock me down as soon 
as look at me. A man has no right to be as 
tall as that. He puts a mere husband at a 
disadvantage. 

Keen. I don’t see what you are to do. 
You couldn’t kill him, I suppose ? 

Grierson. Quite imponsthle. He’s too big. 

Keen. Can’t you get Pameta to kill him? 
She has no moral sense. 
































Marcu 1, 1899.) PUNCH, OR THE LONDON 


CHARIVARI. 


101 








Grierson. She’s much more likely to kill 


me. 

Keen. So she is. (Reflectively.) I say, 
why not do the unselfish thing and kill your- 
self? PameEta will be awfully grateful, and 
suicide ’s quite the fashion in modern drama. 

Grierson (solemnly). Would that be right, 
do you think ? 

Keen (cheerfully). Right as a trivet. 

Grierson. Wouldn't it do as well if I got a 
judicial separation ? 

Keen. It wouldn’t be half so effective, 
dramatically. 

Grierson. True. I'll think about it. 

Keen (persuasively). I wouldn’t do that, 
you know. It isn’t the sort of thing that, 
bears thinking about. 

Grierson. All right. 

[Exit to commit suicide. 

Keen (laughing maliciously). So much for 
—GrIERSON! SHAKSPEARE! Now if I can 
only get LinptEy Murray—I mean AyNngEs- 
LEY Murray—to do the same thing, I may 
yet be able to marry PaMEta myself. [Hvit. 
The stage is darkened for a moment. When the 

lights are raised again, Mr. H. V. 
EsMonp is seen standing on a platform, 
his form outlined against a background of 
red and angry critics. 

Mr. Esmond. This is a far, far better play 
that you have witnessed than you have ever 
known; and I am a far, far better dramatist 
than you, any of you, realise. 

Curtain. 











IN A GALLERY. 


WHEN in doubt as to what to go and see, | 
and also when in Bond Street, drop in at | 
Messrs. AGNEW AND Sons’ Gallery, and call 
on the Water-Colourists. There you will | 
find at home the two Davips, RoBErts and | 
Cox, CopLey Freip1ne (though no cricket is | 
going on), Sam Prout, Peter DE WIntT, 
GEORGE CATTERMOLE, J. CoLLIER, DUNCAN | 
and MAcBETH, cum multis aliis (great '| 
painters these !), and J. M. W. Turner, R.A. | 

A propos of TuRNER, just oblige me by} 
regarding, not too closely, No. 43. Guess its 
subject straight off without referring to the 
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‘*So THEY SAY, MY DEAR.” 
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EVOLUTION. 


‘*Is IT TRUE THAT MEN WAS ONCE MonxKEys, GRAN’PA?” - 
‘*THEN WHAT WAS THE MONKEYS, {THEN }” 



























‘| Henceforth there will be a delightful 


catalogue. If you guess rightly you can 

reward yourself with a lunch at your own | 

| expense chez Beutint, where, in honour of| {+p had some supper after the play 

the name, while waiting the eacellentissimo | And enjoyed, it must be con essed, 

| disho, you can hum aloud as much of Norma | an imprudent dish—so the croakers say— 

as may be permitted you by the Luncheoners |" ‘That's a crab divinely “ dressed.” 

and déjetiner-d-la-fourchetters at the other| . : 

tables. “Yes, we together!” &e. Some hours later, I pledge my word, 

| But to return to 43. Is it a Scene from|_ A strange thing happened—Gadzooks ! 

| Dante's Inferno? Is ita fire on a “ blasted | 1 fancy that phrase has also occurred 

heath” ? Is it something wrong with the | In Riper Hacearp, his books— 

Moon or the Sun? Give it up! Consult | The Ambassador sat on the end of my bed 

catalogue. Rejoice in the Terrible, Tremen-| With his arm round the Runaway Girl, 

og ha aed and ~ cool yourself with 1 
e DE WinT in Essex Marshes. 
You will obtain another light refresher at | 

No. 76, where Mrs. ALLINGHAM has taken A | 

Cottage in the Isle of Wight; which, from | 

its being “in verdure clad,” might be a| 

scene in the Isle of Green. You will wander 

through pools and streams and fells, and 

finally will let yourself out by PaTERson’s 

Garden Gate and walk away at Low Tide 

(which is An “ Albert” by “ A. ALBERT ”’) 

dryfooted and dry-throated, delighted with 

the pictures and, it being feeding-time, ready 

for the plates. 


A PLAYGOER’S NIGHTMARE. 








his head, 
Saluted that amorous Earl. 


A sad Court Scandal indeed! I lay 
And listened—I ‘* make no bones ’’— 

For that was clearly The Only Way 
To discover What Happened to Jones. 


Then off we went to Lord Algy’s fiat, 
In a hansom we all packed in; 

The Forty Thieves were a trifle fat, 
But the Belle of New York was thin. 

We picked White Heather in Oxford Street, 
And the Greek Slave tried to sell ; 

No ship was like Ours in all the fleet, 
Though the Jane manceuvred well. 

Lady Ursula borrowed the bo’sun’s kit, 

hich every one managed to guess, 

But Little Miss Nobody cried a bit 

When we missed the down express. 








Lorp Justice Romer. “Scent vup.”— 





fragrance, about the Court of Appeal, which 
was lacking to it before the introduction of 
such A-Roma as it now possesses. 








| 
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| 





A Ray of Sunshine vy that night, 
Or perhaps ‘twas a Lucky Star, 

And Alice went back to her land all bright, 
And Milord Sir Smith to the Bar. 


We bicycled hurriedly night and day 
On and Of for a week or two, 
It was Lavender, Lavender all the way, 
With occasional games of loo. 
But they stopped the carriage and put me 
down 
Alone at my rooms, as you see—— 


Whilst the Three Musketeers, each man on | Not coffee this morning, thank you, Brown, 


I should really prefer some tea! 








“Licot Rarways.”— We see many 
paragraphs with this heading, and we say, 
**Do so by all means.” Light them well, 
so that we can read our books and news- 
papers easily, and in restful certainty that 
the light remain bright and sufficient 
for purposes. We do not ask for plus 
de luxe but plus de “lux.” Luck’s every- 
thing, and we wish we may get it—if good. 





Intt1an Dirricutty.—The new French 
President has many hard tasks before him. 
Even at the very outset, M, Louset, as one 
man, has got to show himself equal at least 
to Faure. 








EprtapH.—FaurE Gonre.—Conclusion. 
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Mrs, A. 
Dyerine your Harr!” 
Miss B. *‘No, I HAVEN'T. 


‘4My DEAR CHILD, WHAT HAVE YOU BEEN DOING 


I’VE JUST DARKENED THE ROOTS A BIT- 


TO YOURSELF ? 


THAT's ALL!” 


You ’'vVE BEEN | 





Felix Faure. 


Born Jan. 30, 1841. Drepv Fes. 16, 1899. 


Nor of their kind, the kingly few, 
Predestined, since their days began, 
To shape a nation’s course anew 
Then when the hour demands the man 
Yet shall they say who sum his deeds 
And do him justice, being gone, 
** He sought to serve his country’s nee ds, 
And, dying, died with harness on. 


Light work it were to rule a race 
{ Whose hearts are one in patriot pride, 
Where truth controls the judgment-place, 
High faith and freedom throned beside ; 
But there, where faith is long outworn, 


Peace to the dead, who found at least 
A fate that struck in sudden wise, 
Nor lingered while above the feast 
The vultures gathered down the skies; 
Peace to the dead! and if at all 
Remembrance lives beyond the grave, 
God speed his prayer that peace may fall 
Upon the land he could not save. 








To the New Lord Justice of Appeal. 


(With Lord Chiefissimo Punch’s congratu- 
lations.) 


He's a Roamer, spell it ‘‘ Romer,” 
Roamer such as naught can stop, 
iver ready, going steady, 
Till he tops the tip tip top! 











THE PATHETICK BALLAD OF SIDNEY, 
RICHARD, AND FREDERICK. 
(A Poem for the Young Reciter.) 
I. 


’Twas chill and bleak on a day last week, 
When little Srp and Dick 
= »ped buoyantly down Bedford Street 
With Brother FREDERICK ; 
And into the Civil Service Stores 
They fared with footstep quick. 
Il. 
Though the folds of Sipney’s mantle flapped 
About his form so slim ; 
And Ricuarp’s overcoat allowed 
For much increase of limb; 
While FREDERICK wore an ulster more 
Than a size too large for him!, 


III. 


Through the busy hive with comments naive 
On all they came across, | 

They sauntered ; to their sunny smiles 
Gold seemed but sordid dross, 

And each department, when they left, 
Had a sudden sense of loss. 

IV. 

Stern Civil Servants yearned to look 
On those bright boys again : 

And following eager in their track, 
Pressed SIDNEY to explain, 

How a glass-eyed ape got under his cape, 
With a cannon and clockwork train ! 


Vv. 


Both Ricuarp and F Rep are dumbfoun-ded ; 
Till Dick disgorges next 
A pound of tripe, and a meerschaum pipe, 
And a coloured Scripture text ! 
Then FReEpDERICK’s groans would soften 
stones, 
So sorely is he vext. 
VI. 
But what of the bottle of ‘‘ Ess Bouquet ” 
In FrEp’s own pocket pent ? 
That graceless pair must have slipped it 
there, 
So he says, for he loathes all scent ! 
And the Heliotrope, and the Toilet soap 
Dropped in by an acci-dent. 
VII. 
They have turned those little lads upside 
down, 
And shaken them full well ; 
Till their sleeves proved cornua-copix, 
Whence such abundance fell 
| That the Manager sent a Commissionaire 
| In search of a Consta-bel ! 
vul. 
Next morn to Black Maria’s charge 
Were three pale lads consigned ; 
And they quitted the dock_by one o’ the 
clock, 
For the Beak was curt but kind; 
And since they ’d ne’er been birched bc fore, 
He had them birched behind. 
IX. 
Now Dick, and Sip, and Freperick did 
Resent this outrage so 
That near the doors of those arrogant Stores 
They ’ve vowed they will not go— 
But on quite small shopkeepers, all 
Their patronage bestow ! 





“Tue Earty Faruers.”—Those off to 
the City by the 7 a.m. 








And loyalty an old-world tale, 
Where conscience wins the rabble’s scorn, 
Well might a stouter-courage fail ! 


” A Tour DE Forcr.’’—One on W hich | 
| you're bound to go, when once you ’ve paid 
| the money beforehand. 


| Tue SurRvivAL oF TH FitTeR.—A lady 
in a tailor-made dress. 
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THE NEW POSTILLION. 


MapamE La FRANCE (nervously), ‘‘ POSTILLION LOUBET! ARE YOU QUITE SURE 








YOU KNOW THE WAY?” 
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REMARKS AD REM-BRANDT. 


EveryBopy to be anybody must be born somewhere: and Rem- 
| BRANDT made his first appearance at Leyden. His father was 
'a miller, one HarMEN GERRITSZ, or “ Grits ’’ (sometimes, but 

erroneously, spelt with an “ e”’), anamein that country and at that 

eriod, 1606, significantly descriptive of the Miller’s harsh manner. 

Vhy he inserted an “‘s” before the “ z”’ has never been ascertained. 

The future painter’s mother was a baker’s daughter, so celebrated 
|as “The Owl,” that even SHAKSPEARE makes complimentary 
| allusion to her in the ravings of Ophelia. Some Owls are 
| beautiful, and Madame Gerritsz being one of these notable ex- 

ceptions was considered the flour of the Miller’s family. That 

she had a thorough-bred style goes without saying, especially when, 

en boulangére, she had her hair done up in a roll with a “bun” at 
| the top. Young RempBranpt signed Boma “Van Ryn ”’ (of the 
Rhine) as did his father and uncle before him, and in their most 
| festive moments GERRITSZ would address his wife, in song, as ‘‘ My 
| Old Dutch,” with a jovial chorus of 
“Van Ryn’s a merry family, 

Viet Vast Vane 

The youthful Rempranpt determined to be an artist; studied 
first under one master then under another, until he finished, appro- 
| priately enough, with Lastman. After this, for three or four years, 
| he had a rough time of student life, and frequently when sufficient 
grist from the mill at home was not forthcoming to defray his ex- 
penses, he would merrily go to Mynheer VAN PoRNBROCKER, singing 
‘* Pop goes the easel,’’ and pop it went until redeemed by REMBRANDT 
Reimbursed, for, at this period, he could draw anything but money 
out of the bank or cheques on it. He soon discovered that Amster- 
dam was the place to live in, and finding that most of its citizens 
would become sitters, he himself very soon became a squatter. 

REMBRANDT was so devoted to his art that when he had nothing 
else to do he would paint himself over and over again. There 
was no necessity for him to owe large sums to his tailor, as he 
could always give himself a fresh coat of paint. His signature 
varied, as does that of most men at various times. Once he wrote | 
“van ryn” thus: “van rijn,” but as this occurs only in the 
marriage register, it may be fairly presumed that, on such an | 
exceptional occasion, he might have been a little “ off his head,”’ | 
and so may have momentarily “ gone a bit dotty.” This is the | 
‘wherefore ”’ of the “7.” It is true that his wife brought him a| 
big dowry, quite equal to two ordin “dots.” But this is! 





being speaking likenesses, tell their own story, and, if'they don’t, 
you can “refer to drawer,” or, if you have not ReMBRANDT’s 
Reminiscences at hand, turn to the instructive R.A. Catalogue, 
which, for the ridiculously small sum of sixpence, you will obtain 
from a custodian in the hall of Burlington House. Then “ ite ad 
astra’’—go upstairs and enjoy yourself. 

(38) Burgomaster Six. Six equal to a dozen, and (42) The Wife of 
Six. Was she the mother of Twelve? (44) A Slaughter House. 
Strange! Yet evidently R. v. R. considered this subject ‘‘ meet” 
for his brush. 

Rare Rabbis, Marvellous Men and Wonderful Women: the 
majority being very ancient. The great painter of ‘‘ Old Folks 
at Home” should have had another cognomen, ‘* Rembrandt von 
Wrinkle.” There are only two good-looking young people in the 
collection; and the specimen (59) of A Young Man of the period is 
not flattering, though probably true. The lace collars, the armour, 
and the velvet stuffs, all things of beauty and joys for ever. To 
see those wonderful Rabbis will make you wish that you could 
have been one of them to have been so immortalised. ‘Then you 
could have said, had you been inclined that wav, ‘“‘ What’s the 
odds as long as you're Rabbi ?—and painted by REMBRANDT VAN 
Ryn!” In another fortnight the show shuts up shop, so carpe 
diem and off to Burlington House. 








LES MINISTRES EN ANGLETERRE. 
REVELATIONS HonrtEvsEs. GAGNE-PAIN INFAME. 
Le Panama ANGLAIS. 


Encore une Affaire chez la nation voisine, instigatrice de tous 
les complots, amie de tous les Dreyfusards, esclave de tous les 
Juifs! Et e’est elle, la vertueuse Angleterre, qui révéle, encore 
une fois, l’abominable infamie de ses députés ! 

Sifflé et hué, Louser, président des Dreyfusards, arriva a Paris. 
Conspuez Louset! A bas les Juifs! Pa-na-ma! Pa-na-ma! 
Pa-na-ma! [Here we omit five lines of vituperation.] Mais a 
Londres, centre du commerce des ignobles boutiquiers anglais, 
tous les ministres sont des traitres. A bas les chéquards! Pa- 
na-ma! Pa-na-ma! Pa-na-ma! [Here we omit eight lines of 
vituperation. | 

Le ministére anglais est un conseil d’administration de sociétés 
anonymes pur et simple. Pur! Comme le Panama! Simple! 
Comme Dreyrus! Parmi les ministres, sir Bart Letr et sir 
Grey Bart sont assez honteux. Le premier, ami d’AspuL Hamip, 
dirigea le feu d’artifice 4 Constantinople a l’occasion de la croisade 
pour rire de GuILLAUME d’Allemagne. A bas les Allemands! Le 
dernier a bétement et mensongérement attaqué le vaillant Mar- 
CHAND et l’illustre armée francaise, sans peur et sans reproche. 
Vive l’armée! Et sir Ripté Bart, évidemment son frére, ose 
supprimer les omnibus du peuple. Pour faciliter la circulation des 
‘‘ brougams,” des coupés, des mails de la haute noblesse, il veut 
interdire absolument oe omnibus de la simple et honnéte bour- 
geoisie. 

Mais il y en a encore un autre. Laissons ces ridicules titres, et 
disons comme chez nous, tout court, BEAcH. Ca veut dire en 
francais, ‘‘ galet.”” Prononcé 4 la mode anglaise ce mot devient 


‘“‘galette.”” Eh bien, voila son affaire—la galette! A bas les 
impéts! A bas les contributions, directes ou indirectes! A bas 
| Braco! A bas Batror! [Here we omit fourteen lines of vitupera- 
| tion]. 


Et encore. C’est Bracu qui est directeur de la Société Econome 
d’Assurances sur la Vie. O honte supréme! Des économies. 
est-ce qu’il en fait? Ah, maisnon! Depuis que cet homme est 
devenu ministre, l’impét sur le tabac n’existe plus en Angleterre. 
Ses électeurs, tous fabricants de tabac, ont gagné des sommes 
folles. Les simples et honnétes bourgeois—méme en Angleterre 
il y en a—sont foreés de payer un impdt sur le revenu grotesque, 
inoui, infame, 40 pour 100 [M. Troprort has apparently mistaken 
8d. in the £ for 8s. in the £]}. On parle méme d’une augmentation 
de cet impét abominable. 

Et ce’ Bracu, richissime ami des banquiers juifs—tous les 
bureaux de tabac en Angleterre sont tenus par des Dreyfnusards— 
s’amuse a présider ]’assemblée générale de la Société Kconome 
d’Assurances sur la Vie! La colére m’étouffe. Ot sont les Max 
Réais, les DkRouLEDE, les TRopFoRT—oui, c’est moi qui le de- 
mande—les Troprort de l’Angleterre? Ah, sales Dreyfusards! 
Ah, misérables Panamistes! A baslestraitres! A basles vendus! 
Conspuez les juges! Démission! Démission! Pa-na-ma! Pa- 
na-ma! Pa-na-ma! [Here we omit nineteen lines of vitwperation.] 

Henri TRoprort. 








Frencu, English, German, and other Cookery Books are sup- 
plied at ‘the Cookeries”” by Cooxs, but not for Cooks—which is 
quite another story. Full receipts taken and given. 











another story. There is nothing more to add, as all his portraits, | 
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De Veux, “My GRANDFATHER, YOU KNOW, LIVED TILL HE WAS NINETY-EIGHT.” 
Trevor-Carthew, *‘ WELL, MY GRANDMOTHER DIED AT THE AGE OF NINETY-SEVEN.” 
Brown. ‘IN MY FAMILY THERE ARE SEVERAL WHO ARE NOT DEAD YET!” 








PHEW! 

[** In the new Greek Chamber there are 112 Theo- 
tokists, 13 Deligeorgists, 6 Dragoumists, and 4 
Carapinists.”"—Daily Paper.) 

Driczorc—who ever heard of them ? 

Dragoumists? Dragoiim—? which please? 


[ cannot pronounce one word of them ! 





On my honour, it 's absurd of them 
Answering such names as these. 

Who'll enlighten me? Will you ? 

Who they are and what they do ? 

Are they mummies? Are they mamuuals ? 

Whales? or crocodiles? or camels ? 

Relics dug from classic sods ? 

New diseases ? Ancient Gods ? 

Are thev fossils ? Can I see ’em 

In the Kensington Museum ? 

Are they planets? stars? or men? 

What the dickens are they then ? 


Piqued to solve so strange a mystery, 
Many volumes have I read, 
Science, commerce, arts and history, 
Every language—living, dead. 
[ have plunged into mythology, 
Demonology and conchology, 
Anthropology—every -ology 
Ever troubled human head. 
Nowhere could I find the place of them— 
Nowhere light upon a trace of them. 


I was doubtful of unravelling 
This enigma, when a friend 
I fell in with, who’d been travelling 
Over Greece from end to end. 
“Ho?” he cried. ‘So pale? so thin? 
What ’s the trouble you are in?” 
I explained. “Ha, ha!” laughed he, 
‘“*T can tell you what they be. 
Yes, it is in Greece they grow. 
Currants? Olives? Qh, dear, no! 


No, they are not what you think, 

Nothing good to eat or drink, 

Gods? Oh, no—nor new bacteria, 

Dear me! nothing so superior, 

(He’s, you see, a Cockney, so don’t rhyme, 
Hence that jangle which I know don’t rhyme) 
They are simply, if you please, 

Best assorted Greek M.P.’s! ! 








A STRUGGLE WITH FASHION. 


[Il wonder if you would insert my protest in 
aid of ladies who, like myself, are ‘ struggling to 
he free’ of the long skirts now threatening us?.. . 
it is too awful to think of what they will sweep up 
from the pavement, and the quantity of bacilli 
they will carry to our homes.” —Correspondent in 
St. James's Gazette.) 

Capricious Fashion, at whose freak, 

—— paths begrimed with noisome 

irt, 
Women, irresolute and weak, 

Consent to drag a lengthy skirt, 

Too long have we been fettered by you, 
Henceforth, proud Fashion, I defy you. 


At least (you ‘ll own it is a shame 

To doom us to such foolish clothes ;) 
Against our folly I'll declaim, 

Who wear what each one of us loathes 
Only to benefit the drapers, 
I'll write a letter to the papers. 


In vain! Still Fashion holds its sway— 
(What ? Madame X. about my gown ?) 

I’ve eased my mind and said my say ; 
To set the fashion for the town 

Is, I confess, beyond my strength,— 


| (The train ? oh yes, the usual length !) 








Homewarp Bounp.—Mr. Punch’s latest | And be pursued 


volume returning from the binders’. 


| 


| 


MOST HORRIBLE! 


[‘*A Bill has been introduced into the State 
Legislature of Wisconsin to prohibit tight lacing.’’ 
Daily Paper.) 


Our health, indeed! As if we need 
Your men to watch and foster us! 
Upon my word, who ever heard 
A notion so preposterous ? 
Male men! And pray, what right have 


ey 
To come and preach and prate to us ? 
As if they knew that we must do 
Whatever they dictate to us! 


For say, how can a mere male man 
See if a girl’s tight-laced or no ? 
How can he tell if she is—well, 
If Nature made her waist or no ? 
However wise in their own eyes, 

Still certain things they couldn’é know, 
Or if they do, the bold bad crew, 
More shame to them! They shouldn't 

know ! 


The game they play? It’s plain as they! 
They think that we ’ve been cold to them, 
And they are not content with what 
Few favours we have doled to them. 
But now they ‘Il seize whate’er they please, | 
And when they come embracing us 
They'll only cry, they want to try 
If any one’s been lacing us. 


O wicked wile! O plot most vile, 
Betraying every miss of us 
To any him that has a whim 
For ravishing a kiss of us. 
We'll be their prey by night and day, 
Unless we _o sorry Bill, 
y suitors rude— 


horrible! Most horrible ! 























| 


| 
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by some rare necromancy in uniting men of 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. all political factions in vs administration. 
ExTRACTED FROM THE Drary or Tony, M.P.| Sark says, ‘If all Irish members were like 
House of Commons, Monday, February 20. | Horack Piunkett there would, in spite of 
—Mr. Lecky is more than disappointed with | the Atlantic Ocean, be no Irish Question.” 
the Atlantic. He is positively accusatory.| Sark for once in his life mistaken, a con- 
Debate on to-night about distress in West o | dition suffered with many other impartial 
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L-CKY AND THE ATLANTIC OCEAN. 


Ireland. JoHN RepMonp says it’s all due| observers. JoHn Ditton’s steely glance has 
to Tr™m Hearty. Trim lays the blame at) pierced PLUNKETT’s borrowed wrappings. 
the door of Jonn Ditton. Joun DILton, Fie cares nothing for the cause of Ireland or 
striking out a fresh path, discerns the Father | the welfare of the people. 





says it’s the Atlantic. | him, a secret political emissary. He talks 
| ‘That seems to settle the matter. You | fair and works hard with apparently honest 
cannot, BuRKE said on a famous occasion, | kindly effort. Really, he cares nothing for 
| frame an indictment against a nation. | Ireland or the welfare of its people. He is 


| Similarly you cannot have the Atlantic | a mere politician, working for political ends. | 
Now, if there’s anything rudely shocking | 
Town or County Councillor under Privce|to an Irish member, it is conduct such as | 


| taken up and put in the dock, as if it were a| 


| ARTHUR’s abortive Irish Local Government 
| Bill. So there we must leave the matter. 
Question of Irish distress has long baffled 
statesmen. Comes along Lecky, fubbling 
with history of European morals from 
Aveustus to CHARLEMAGNE, casts his eye 
round, and with it sternly fixes the abashed 

Atlantic. 

House shows disposition to smile at turn 
| given affairs. Sark tells me the idea by 
|nO means new. Cannot at the moment 
| quote date and text, but has clear recollec- 
| tion of hearing Drzzy, speaking some|in Parliament, which might prove awkward 
twenty-five years ago, trace the tempera-|at present juncture, is displaced from its 
ment of Irishmen and all it portends to| place on to-morrow night’s Orders. 

“the melancholy ocean.” Tuesday.—What’s to be done with Lord 
| Dttuon’s discourse on Horace Piunxett | Hueu Ceci? 
| veryinteresting. Housegenerallyregardsthe | of the Hatfield brood. Never know where 
member for South Dublin as a phenomenal| you have him, or what_he’ll do next. 
Irish member. An aristocrat by birth, a|Good deal of talk about House of Lords. 
landlord by associations, a Conservative by | Mend it or end it a suggested alternative. 
education and conviction, he has devoted| Lord Hvau is, natesully, for mending it. 

life to promotion of material interests of | He sees at a glance undreamt of a 
the Irish farmer. Is an active member of | Debate to-night on HerBert-Lewis’s mo- 
the Congested Districts Board, founded Irish | tion, declaring in sonorous Cromwellian 


this. No wonder that while he spoke a 
tremor of pained indignation shook Jon 
DrLto0n’s voice, and that a moan, rather of 
sorrow than of anger, passed along the 
benches over whose financial arrangements 
the late JosepH GILLIS BraGar once genially 
presided. 

Business done.—PRINcE ARTHUR, anxious 
above all things for expansive freedom of 
speech, declines to move closure. Debate 
on Address accordingly adjourned till to- 
morrow. Incidentally, debate about Bishops 








Stee 





He is, or was, | 
of Evil in Horace Piunkett. Mr. Lecky | before the Réntgen Rays were turned upon | 


He’s the daring duckling | 


Agricultural Organisation Society, succeeded | phrase that ‘the legislative power of the | 


Bishops in the House of Peers in Parliament 
is a great hindrance to the discharge of their 
spiritual functions, prejudicial to the Com- 
— and fit to be taken away by 

i Na 

Obvious indefiniteness about this last 
| declaration. “Fit to be taken away by 

Bill”? What Bill? ‘Bren Harcourt,” 
says Sark. Ah, hadn’t thought of that. 

So far from discerning danger in presence 
of Bishops in the Lords, Lord Hua per- 
ceives therein the germ of change of con- 
stitution of the House, making it a more 
completely representative body. Instead of 
fewer Bishops or none, have more. 


highways and byways of Nonconformity, 
and compel the pastors to come in. What 
Lord Hues wants to see is Bishop CLIrrorD 
in the Lords, seated next to the Right 
Reverend Prelate HucH Prick Huaues, 
with Archbishop Parker shoulder to shoul- 
der with the Primate, and a bust of Mr. 
SpurGEoN in the outer lobby. 

The Bishops of CHEsTER and St. AsapH, 
seated in Peers’ Gallery, audibly gasped. 
An hour earlier Swrrt MacNertu had made 
their flesh creep. Abused the Bishops all 
round as “‘ time-serving prelates,” ‘‘ political 
partisans,”’ and even “‘ founders of families.” 
|Swirt MacNertu, though his words are 
tumultuous, is of gentlest spirit. Wouldn't 
hurt a fiy, much less a Bishop. Occurring 
to him that his remarks might give pain to 
the right reverend gentlemen sl up 
aloft, he turned to them and was proceeding 
to explain that present company was always 
excepted, when SPEAKER interposed and 
sternly bade him address the Chair. 

Just recovering from that scare, when 
here’s Lord Hueu Cerctt, of all men in the 
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The (Manchester) “ Guardian ’’ of the Mahdi. 
(Mr. C. P. Sc-tr.) 


Step | 
over the pale of the Church; go into the 
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AN ALARMING ADMISSION. 


Nervous Lady (on her way to visit Country friends, who have sent to the Station to meet her). 


‘““Way po you HAVE your LAmps Lit, my Boy? 
Groom Boy. ‘* WELL, You SEE, MUM, WHEN THE OLD ‘Oss FALLS ON 


LIKES TO SEF IF ’E CUTS "ISSELF.” 


, 


It’s BRIGHT MOONLIGHT !’ 
‘1s "ED, WE ALWAYS 








world, proposing to bring Dissenting eee 


into the very House of Lords! Bishops 
began to wish they’d stayed at home. 
When ATTORNEY-GENERAL rose to join in 
evening service they murmured benediction 
and quietly withdrew. 

Business done. — Proposal to remove 
Bishops from House of Sauls negatived by 
200 votes against 129, a majority little more 
than one-half the Ministerial roster. 

Thursday.— Prince Artuur struggling 
with intricacies of London Local Govern- 
ment Bill, with Sotrcrror-GeneERAL holding 
him up on one side and Rircute on the 
other, a sight to move the hardest heart. 
Would have got along pretty well if he 
| could, at proper moment, hove remembered 
the names, and clearly perceived the divers 
bearings, of the Municipal Corporation Act, 
| and the Metropolis Management Act. They 


both begin with M; but that made the 
situation only the more severe. There is a 
river in Macedon and a river in Monmouth. 
If you get mixing them up, where are you, 
and where is the adjacent country ? 

In following course of speech one got to 
know instinctively when PrIncE ARTHUR 
was approaching these shoals. His hands 
novel nervously over his notes; his brow 
contracted; his eyes stared with steely 
glance; over his ingenuous countenance 
flushed the soft light of philosophic doubt. 

‘* Municipal Metropolis,” he said, ‘I 
mean Metropolis Municipal—or rather, I 
should say, the Management of Corporations 
Municipal Metropolis Act.” 

Feeling some aoa was broken, he turned 
helplessly to the Soxtcrror-GENERAL, his 
lips dumbly shaping a multitudinous amal- 
gamation of misleading M’s. 


“The Metropolis Management Act,” the 
SoxictrorR-GENERAL whispered. 

“Exactly. As I said, Mr. SPEAKER, we 
have decided to proceed on the basis of the 
Municipal Corporations Act.” 

Here Ritcute showed symptoms of 
attack of convulsions. SottcrrorR-GENERAL 
breathed hard. ATTORNEY-GENERAL, seated 
beyond him, pursed his lips, and looked 
up to the hills, as one who knew whence 
alone help could come. 

Business done. —Government of London 
Bill read a first time. 

F'riday.—D10GENES Morey, temporarily 
quitting his tub at end of Front Opposition 
Bench, appeared at table, wanting to know 
all about the sad Soudan. This very awk- 
ward. Just getting along comfortably on 
Opposition Benches under new leadership. 
Ot most current topics would rather say 
nothing about Soudan. And here’s DIoGENEs 
trotting it out. 

Consequence was, immediate signs of dis- 
union in Opposition ranks. Spectacle 
viewed with much amusement from Minis- 
terial camp. 

“Tell you what it is, friend Tory,” said 
CAWMELL- BANNERMAN, sitting down after 
making a speech in one direction as pre- 
liminary to voting in another, ‘if this sort 
of thing goes on, we must hasten up with 
chapter in later history of DioGenrs. Shall 
engage early passage for him to A‘gina, see 
the pirates are warned, and no mistake about 
the instructions to sell him into slavery at 
Corinth.” 

Business done.—D10GENES Mortey attacks 
Soudan policy of Government. Ministerial 
majority, lagging of late, briskly runs up 
over the hundred. 








ADVICE TO AN AMBASSADOR. 


[President McKriniry has warned the new 
American Ambassador not to talk too much after 
dinner.” — Westminster Gazette. ] 
Dear Mr. Cu-TE#, full well I know’t, 
You are a charming fellow ; 

Your wit is bright, your sallies light, 
Your wisdom ripe and mellow ; 

But when one dines, with sundry wines, 
Unless one is teetotal, 

One’s very apt, on being clapped, 
To grow—well, anecdotal. 


When wine is in, wit waxeth thin, 
And when a man is heated 

With good Tokay, he ’ll often say 
What shouldn't be repeated. 

I fancy you remember who 
In this way proved a sinner ? 

I beg you, then, be careful when 
Orating after dinner. 


This game to you is somewhat new, 
So pray observe my warning : 

Words that seemed light, said overnight, 
Look different in the morning. 

If, therefore, you intend to woo 

Diplomacy, and win her, 

Mind how you walk, and do not talk 
Too freely after dinner. 








A Sound Definition. 


She (reading the paper). What's a pachy- 
derm, dearest ? 

He (irritably}. Oh, a beast who doesn’t 
care a button for microbes. 

She. Give me some illustration I can un- 
derstand. 

He (pointing to pile of bills). Well, these 
are the microbes, and—— [ Pauses. 
| She (interrupting). You try to be the 
| pachyderm. 














